*    The White Elephant   *

Yazathingyan, for all his resource, had not thought
of this solution, and, withdrawing, at once made en-
quiries. He was told that Dalla was stocked with wet-
nurses of exceptional development, the Burmese jovial
and robust, the Indians even larger but more serious,
while, if his Excellency so desired, there was a sprink-
ling of Cambodians, Javanese, even Chinese, each with
the characteristics of their place of origin.

What we want is milk/ said Yazathingyan, 'milk
and plenty of it. But all things being equal, give pre-
ference to Buddhists/

His men hurried away. The matter was urgent, for
the elephant was hungry. It had had nothing to eat
since it had lost its mother.

When the news spread in the town that a white ele-
phant calf had been taken and that a reward was of-
fered for wet-nurses, there was a rush to volunteer.
Within a couple of hours a tolerable band of women
assembled in the royal precincts. The calf was led up to
them. It weighed about sixteen stone and was likely to
require a good deal of refreshment. Queen Saw had
sent word that she wished to be present at the feeding
and now appeared. She herself selected the nurse who
should begin, a fine woman of monumental figure. But
the elephant was upset. It would not go near. They
spoke of cow's milk then, but the woman, who was
most anxious to get the reward, began coaxing. It
grew less shy, but still would not suck.

On Queen Saw's staff was a girl called Veluvati, a
gentle little thing who was fond of animals. She now
suggested music and a song. They looked round for
musicians. In no time a small orchestra was in position.
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